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A New Beginning 


| saw him standing on the small stage, barely able to move without falling. His body, slim but well built. His 80s 
hair, all mussled every which way, glistening with hairspray that was shining under the piercing spotlights. His 
deep blue eyes sparkled with excitement as his deep rich voice carried out lyrics | had never heard before. It 
was mesmerizing, magical, almost unreal. | was in such a haze that | almost missed seeing him hop off of the 
stage, the performance was over. He stroad confidently my way. It was like | was his target and he was my 
arrow. All| could do was watch, nervous sweat trickled down my face. He stopped right next to me and leaned 


against the bar counter, slapping his hand on it in a gesture to alert the bartender to his attention. 


"Can | have a beer?" | heard him shout over the blaring background music. Having made his order, | watched 

as he sat down on the stool in front of him, wiping his sweaty face with napkins that were placed beside him. 
Should | speak? What should | say? Uhhhh hi my name's Richie Sambora and Id like to be your next guitarist. 
Nah too straight forward, need to have a conversation with him first. Dammit get ahold of yourself Sambora, 


you're losin it! 


"Busy night huh?" Hearing the man speak shut my babbling thoughts right up, and | was left with my mouth 
gapping in awe. My god he's speaking to me. Okay say something intelligent. 


"Um yeah, sure is." Wow, you're a real fucking genius Sambora. The man turned in his chair to face me, his 
mouth pulled up in a smile, showing off his bright pearly white teeth. | swallowed my nervousness and said in a 
confident voice, "| heard you singing up there - gesturing to the empty stage with my hand - you did pretty 


well." 
"Ya think?" The man said with a laugh, waving the bartender a thank you as his drink was served to him. 


"Yeah. It takes guts to do that sorta thing." The man glanced at me for what seemed like the hundredth time, 
before taking a huge swing of his drink 


Putting the drink back on it's coaster, the man clasped his hands together and gave me a long, appreciative look 
before saying, "You seem interested." | looked quickly away from his gaze and focused my attention on the 
alcohol served bottles lined up against the wall. Do | dare ask what he means? Ah what the hell. 


"Interested in what?" 


"That," the man waved wildly towards the stage. "| mean, you did bring your guitar with you | assume to show 
off your talents." Jesus Rich ya forgot ya had your guitar with ya? Damn l'm really losing it with this guy. 


"Ha yeah, | guess so" Okay now say what you really came here for. "But then | saw you perform and | got to 
thinkin. How bout | ask to play for ya, audition for the role of your lead guitarist? Because quite frankly, the 
buddy ya got with ya now is killin it! And not in a good way man" | expected the guy to get mad after just 
boldly saying his guitarist sucked, but instead he burst into a fit of laughs and again | was left to stare in awe. 
When his laughter died down he responded, "I couldn't have said it better myself. We've had him for quite a 
while now and we thought that with time, he'd get better but we're losin hope fast." He smiled at me again and 
my heart hyperventilated. 

"lm Jon," he said, extending his hand towards mine. 

"Richie," | replied, shaking his hand. 

"So Richie, ya got a last name?" That got me smiling. 

"Sambora." 


"Oooo Richie Sambora. Has a nice ring to it" 


"That's what I've been told" My cockiness level just went up IO notches. Keep it up Sambora, he seems to like 


it. "| assume you have a last name as well?" 


"Bon Jovi." Damn, that's a cool last name. 


"So now that we're fully aquanted, how bout | hear your audition?" Okay Sambora this is the moment you've 


been waitin for. Don't fuck it up. 
Motioning towards the backstage area, | said with my still cocky voice, "Lead the way Bon Jovi." 


"My pleasure Sambora," Jon replied with a wink and | watched as he walked swiftly but confidently over to the 
the backstage area of the bar. Alright just take a deep breath, | coaxed to myself as Jon led me over to who | 
assumed, were the other band members. Whatever you do, don't let your fucking nerves get the better of 


you. 


"Hey David, Alec, Tico! Get ova here!" Jon called, his smile broadening. All three of them came running over, stil 


excited from the performance buzz. 


‘I'd like ya ta meet Richie Sambora, he's here to try out for our lead guitarist." All eyes turned their attention 
on me. Ahhh fuck, say somethin Rich! 


"Hey guys." Wow, way to be a conversation killer Samboral 


‘Oh really, well lets see what he's got!" I'm assuming it was Alec who talked. Learning names with faces was 


gonna be a real pain in the ass for sure. 
"Yeah big shot let's hear ya," Jon grinned, nugging me toward the already plugged in amplifier. 


Alright here goes nothing. Plugging my guitar in, | stood in front of them and took a deep shaky breath before 
| began to play. My fingers strummed softly at first, building the tension with each stroke, until | was in full 
blown riff mode. | swayed with the beat | had created, my face scrunched with determination and intense 
passion. | felt completely overjoyed with happiness and my burning desire fueled as | hit my favorite shrilled 
cord. My melody ended just as softly as it had begun and | bowed with triumph in front of my audience. 
Looking back up, | met Jon's gazed and saw pure shock enter his eyes. It took only seconds for reality to kick in 
before they began jumping up and down, clapping and hollering for joy. 


Jon ran up to me and grabbed my hand, shaking it firmly as he said, "Welcome to the band Richie." 


"Ha thanks man!" | replied back, grinning from ear to ear as Jon wrapped his arm around my shoulders and led 


me over to the party David, Alec and Tico had created. Grabbing glasses of vodka, we stood in a circle. 


"We congratulate Mr. Richie Sambora for successfully landing a spot in our band. We welcome him with open 
arms and graditude and | can't wait to see what this incredible year will bring to us. Let's make it a fun and 


memorable one. To our new guitarist, Richie!" Glasses clinked against each other as Jon finished his speech. 


After gulping down my drink, | took a moment to admire Jon. The way he speaks, the way he moves, 
everything about him screams SEXY GUY ALERT! And | just can't help myself when my eyes lower to the faint 
buldge showing against his leather pants. Jesus Rich, the guy just appointed ya as their lead guitarist and your 


already wantin him in your pants! Calm down ya horny bastard! | quickly looked away from Jon so that my 
staring didn't become noticeable. 


"Hey Rich! Come ova here a sec!" | saw Jon motioning towards one of the rooms, assumingly one of the 
dressing rooms. | followed him, having no clue as to what he wanted to show me. As | entered the room, Jon 
was already well ahead of me, fishing quickly in his bag for an unknown item. When he found whatever it was, 


his face lit up with excitement and he turned to face me. 


"Come here and take a look at this." | did as he requested and walked over to him. He was holding a big 


notebook, the name Bon Jovi written in fancy font all over the cover of it. 
"| assume that's the name of the band?" | laughed. 


"Yep, I'm the founder of it so | decided on the name. Not a bad choice at all" He winked at me for the second 


time that night before he flipped open to the first page. Runaway was the title of it and lyrics scrolled the 
page. 


"This was the first song I've ever written," Jon murmured, running his hand along the page with affection. 
"l'm thinkin it could be our very first single on the album we're producin" 

"From looking at the title, it sounds like a good choice," | replied. 

"Yeah, hopefully it'll be enough to make the charts," Jon said with a sigh. He looked up at me then and | could 
of sworn | saw a flicker of lust in his eyes, but when | blinked, it was gone. Oh great, now your seein things 


Sambora Get a fucking grip! 


‘Ive never tried this before, I'm always used to working alone when it comes down to it, but how would ya like 


to write songs with me for the album?" Jon wants me to write songs with him?! | must be dreaming. 
"Sure, that'd be great," was my reply back. 


"Okay good, come over to my house and we'll get started! We gotta finish these songs by Monday so they'll be 


ready when our manager comes by to look them over." 
“Alright, give me directions to your house." As Jon scribbled his address down on a sheet of paper, | could feel 
the excitement tingle within myself at the thought of spending the whole night with him. It was a dream come 


true. 


"Here ya go! Be at my place by 10." And with that he handed me the paper he had written on and walked 


swiftly out of the dressing room. 


Calming my nervous breaths, | exited through the same door, grabbed my guitar laying by the amplifier and 


headed out of the still crowded bar. Driving home, my whole body was in jitters and my mind raced a mile a 
minute. Jesus Sambora, calm the fuck down! You're not even at his house yet and you're already 
hyperventilating! Nothing out of the ordinary will happen, not like the guy wants to attack ya. | sighed heavily 
as | parked my red Mustang in the driveway. Why must | always be attracted to the wrong people? I've been 
asking myself that for years. Still no answer as to why or how yet. 


As | made my way inside, | hurried up the winding staircase, rushing to my bedroom. Opening my closet door, | 
rummaged quickly through my stack of clothing, deciding last minute to go with the black leather look. After 
changing into my new set of clothes, | made my way towards the bathroom. Looking at myself in the mirror, | 
tried hard not to gimmick My foundation had completely sweated off and my eye liner was becoming faded and 
smeared. My hair was also more tousled than usual. | looked as though | had just gotten outta bed. Fixing my 


errors carefully, | was able to make myself look presentable again. | checked my watch. The time was 9:30. 


Practically running to the car, | jumped in and began the short drive to Jon's house. He lived exactly 30 
minutes away from me so | arrived at his house at 10:00 sharp. Taking a deep shaky breath, | walked up the 
short steps to his front door. Here goes nothin | thought as | rang the doorbell. He answered the door after 
two rings. 


"Come inl" As | walked past him, | could have sworn | felt his hand brush the side of my butt. You gotta stop 


fuckin imaging things Sambora! You're drivin yourself crazy! 


"Make yourself comfortable," | heard Jon call out from behind me as he headed towards what | assumed was 


the kitchen So | did as he said and made myself comfortable, on his couch. He came back moments later with 


a bottle of vodka and two glasses. 


"I thought we'd have a drink before starting the lyrics," Jon said, as he sat down beside me on the couch. "Do 
ya mind?" 


"Nah man, pour me a glass," | responded, my stomach twisted in tight nervous knots as his leg brushed up 
against mine. Okay stop freakin out Richie! He most certainly does not have a thing for youl 
Handing me my half full glass, he then poured a glass for himself. Turning to face me, he looked straight at me 


and raised his glass in the air. 


"To new friendships and success," Jon announced and we clinked our glasses together. Taking a sip of my drink, | 
tried to ignore the fact that Jon was still looking at me, his gaze intense and longing. Okay maybe he does have 
a thing for ya. Take a deep breath, calm down. You should be happy that he might feel the same way, you've 
only been starin at his ass the entire night! We both set our drinks down on the table in front of the couch, 
Jon more with ease while | was slightly shaky. 


"So, you wanna start working on the lyrics now?" | asked, my voice slightly shook, my body quivering with 
nervousness and anticipation. 


"Nah, we've got plenty of time for that." Jon's voice had reduced to a whisper as he scooted closer to me, his 


legs touching mine even more than before, his hands placed behind me on the couch on either side of me. 


"Right now, I've got something else in mind." And suddenly Jon's lips were upon mine, forcing entry. Ah fuck he 
does feel the same way! Okay idiot, kiss him back! | began moving my lips against Jon's, my mouth finally 
surrendering to his and my lips parted, allowing Jon to slip his tongue in | hadn't even realized that | was laying 
on the couch until | broke away from the kiss, gasping for air. Jon's lips moved to my neck, delicately nibbling 
on my skin. A moan escaped from my still parted lips and my hands reached up to grab fist fulls of Jon's hair. 
As Jon's lips traveled down, so did his hands and soon they had made it to their destination: my crotch. 


"Jon!" | moaned, my breath coming out rapid pants. 


"Does this feel good Richie?" Jon asked seductively before tightening his hold on my crotch. By then, my 
thoughts were in a blur and all | could do was moan my encouragement. Smiling, Jon began stroking my crotch 


against the leather material on my pants. 
"Fuck!" | yelled, breaking out of my haze. In one quick motion, | had Jon pinned on the opposite side of the couch. 


"I lead," | whispered close to his ear, my hands traveling across his chest, quickly pulling his shirt off of him. 
He had my shirt off in an instant as well. Kissing my way down his chest, | could feel Jon's fingers dig tightly 
in my hair. Making it to his pants, | began undoing his zippers, hastly pulling his pants off of him, underwear 
too. Jon's erection sprang to life and my eyes immediately dilated with hunger and lust. Okay Rich, take him in 
slow, don't rush anything. | followed my own advice and slowly took Jon in, grinning when | heard him cry out 
with pleasure. Bobbing my head up and down slowly, | created a steady rhythm, building up his orgasm. As Jon 
started thrusting up, | pulled back, taking his half hardened cock out of my mouth. 


"Ahh fuck, Rich! Why'd ya stop?!" | heard Jon moan in frustration. 


"| wanna feel ya inside me baby," | murmured huskly, quickly wetting my fingers. Once | felt they were 


moistened enough, | stuck one of them inside Jon's tightness. 
"Dammit Richie!" Jon screamed, his fingers digging hard on my back as the pain enveloped him. 


"Shhh just relax Jon," | soothed, pulling my finger in and out in a slow rhythm. | added a second finger and Jon 
started squirming uncontrollably. Once | felt that he was ready, | quickly took me pants and underwear off and 
postioned myself on top of him. Okay Richie you can do this. Just fucking take a deep breath and don't freak 
out! Grabbing onto my own aroused cock, | guided it to Jon's opening and eased myself in. Groaning, | tensed as 
his tightness enveloped my cock, the pleasure was overwhelming. Panting heavily, | looked down at Jon, whose 


eyes were tightly shut, his mouth parted in a silent cry. 
"Jon, you're so fucking tight," | moaned, my whole body shook with an effort to keep myself in position 


"Ya feel good Rich," Jon responded through his rapid panting. 


"I know | do baby." My cockiness was back. | smiled at my comment and began thrusting slowly, leaning down to 
gently press my lips to Jon's as | did. Jon responded to the kiss eagerly, his hands snaking their way into my 
disheveled hair as his tongue entered my mouth. | moaned into the kiss and began thrusting harder. Each time 
| was hitting his prostate, driving him closer over the edge. Breaking the kiss, | reached down with one of my 
hands and grabbed onto Jon's cock, stroking it in time with my rapid, jerky thrusts. 


"Riiiicechhhhieeee!" Jon cried, throwing his head back as he felt his orgasm boiling inside of him. Grunting with 
effort, | tensed, feeling my own orgasm reaching the boiling point. 


"Jonny!" | moaned, throwing my head back just as my cum shot inside Jon, my body heaving as it released its 
load. This triggered Jon's orgasm and he came with a long groan, his cum shooting into my hand and down our 


legs. 


With a sigh, | collapsed on top of him, my breath fighting to calm down. When | finally had the energy to move, 
| raised my head and looked at Jon. He was looking back at me with adoring eyes, his smile glistening. 


"That was fucking amazing!" He exclaimed pulling me in for a deep lingering kiss. 
"It was," | agreed, moving so that my head rested on his chest. 
We layed there for what seemed like an internity and soon | could hear the gentle rise and fall of Jon's 


slumbering breath. | too began to slip silently into sleep, with the lingering memory of my last thought: | love 
you Jon 


